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EDITORIAL 


My  Canada 

Ein  Reich,  Ein  Volk,  Ein  Kultur 

Turbans.  Know  'em.  Love  'em.  As  of  a 
few  months  ago  the  wearing  of  them  by^ 
RCMP  officers  instead  of  the  traditional 
"raountie "  hat  was  made  legal.  The  turban 
is  now  a  legitimate  interpretation  of  the 
Canadian  identity  and  a  suitable 
replacement  for  a  recognized  Canadian 
symbol. Incidents  like  this  repeat 
themselves  with  greater  frequency  in 
government  offices  and  Canadian 
institutions.  The  incidents  themselves  and 
more  importantly  the  thinking  behind  them 
depresses  me.  While  tolerance  is  an 
admirable  virtue,  political  and  cultural 
abdication  is  not.  The  turban  is  a  Sikh 
religious  symbol.  Sikhs  come  from  an  area 
of  India  and  Pakistan  called  the  Punjab. 
Canada  is  a  former  British  dominion  that 
consists  of  French  Canadians  and  English 
Canadians  from  a  variety  of  places.  The 
mixture  French,  English,  Irish,  Scottish, 
Welsh  and  other  European  peoples  has 
combined  to  create  a  distinct,  Canadian 
identity.  The  Canadian  coat  of  arms  with 
the  national  symbols  of  France,  England, 
Scotland  and  Ireland  joining  at  he  bottom 
in  three  maple  leaves  symbolizes  this 
union.The  climate  and  vastness  of  Canada, 
the  British  and  French  institutions  left 
behind  by  these  former  colonizers,  as  well 
as  the  traditions  of  the  founding 
nationalities  has  created  a  distinct,  nordic 
culture  which  manifests  itself  in  food, 
clothing,  customs  and  outlook. 

Canadians  are  in  the  habit  of  not 
realizing  their  distinctness  because  of 
internal  divisions  (French/English, 
Catholic/Protestant,  EastAVest,  etc.), the 


lack  of  a  clearly  defined  national  identity 
(which  things  like  the  U.S.  constitution  or 
an  established  literary  tradition  provide), 
and  persisting  colonial  links(Canada  only 
received  independence  of  its  foreign  policy 
in  1931  and  patriated  its  constitution  in 
1984).  Added  to  the  problem  is  the  rise  of 
multiculturalism.  Canada,  say  the 
multiculturalists,  has  no  culture  of  its  own 
so  it  must  be  the  sum  of  its  parts  or  a 
cultural  mosaic.  Each  new  immigrant  is 
encouraged  to  keep  his  own  culture.  We 
even  have  a  Multiculturalism  Act  to 
promote  all  these  different  cultures.  A 
multicultural  society  gives  such  boons  as 
Chinese  and  Indian  restaurants  and  a 
variety  of  other  cultural  opportunities  we 
can  all  enjoy.  Choice.  Diversity.  Tolerance. 

The  previously  mentioned 
nationalities  who  formed  Canada  to  begin 
with  call  no  place  home  but  Canada.  Why 
should  they  recognize  all  these  foreign 
cultures  as  Canadian?  They  are  not.  The 
mix  that  occurred  to  make  Canada  did  not 
include  these  peoples.  To  recognize  other 
cultures  as  part  of  the  Canadian  culture  is 
a  betrayal  of  Canada's  identity  and 
distinctness.  People  often  cite  as  the 
definition  of  Canada  that  it  is  a  country 
that  believes  in  human  rights,  democracy, 
tolerance,  a  network  of  liberal  social 
programs  and  the  rule  of  law.  By  this 
definition  Canada  could  be  summarized  by 
the  constitution,  the  Charter  of  Rights  and 
Freedoms  and  a  series  of  other  documents. 
By  this  definition  (and  unlike  countries 
such  as  England,  Spain,  France  and 
Germany)  it  would  have  no  existence 
outside  its  governmental  institutions. 
Supposedly  beyond  these  lies  Canada's 
celebrated  cultural  mosaic.  This  definition 
(even  including  the  cultural  mosaic)  would 
be  missing  something.  Canada  is  only  a 
new  country,  argue  some,  so  it  can  expect 
no  separate  identity.  Wrong.  I  am  a 
Canadian.  Visits  to  England,  Scotland  and 
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Wales  have  convinced  me  I  am  not  any  of 
those,  even  though  my  ancestry  is.  The 
French  Canadian  cxilture  is  certainly  not 
synonymous  with  what  is  going  on  in 
France.  Collectively  Canadians  have 
become  different  from  their  mother 
countries.  We  have  become  Canadian. 
Related  to  this  argument  of  Canada's 
cultural  non-existence  is  the  ability  of 
people  to  point  to  recent  immigrants  and 
say,  "They  are  Canadian."  A  citizenship 
card  or  passport  does  not  make  one  a 
Canadian.  People  think  Canadians  can  be 
"made".  This  transformation  is  impossible. 
One  is  born  a  certain  nationality  and 
remains  so.  There  are  racial,  religious, 
historical  and  personal  peculiarities  to  each 
nationality.  No  process  or  recognition  by  a 
court  or  immigration  commissioner  can 
change  these. 

To  me  Canada  is  more  than  just  a 
government  and  a  Charter  of  Rights  and 
Freedoms  of  which  anyone  can  become  a 
part.  It  is  home.  It  has  unique 
characteristics  worth  preserving.  Hockey. 
Perfect  beer.  Maple  syrup.  Abundant  space. 
A  world  view.  A  way  of  doing  things. 
National  symbols  like  the  mountie  hat.The 
mountie  hat  encapsulates  Canada's  era  of 
westward  expansion.  It  reminds  one  of  the 
Canadian  wilderness  and  symbolizes  the 
Canadian  capacity  to  survive  and  prosper 
in  it.  The  Punjab's  turban  has  nothing  to  do 
with  Canada  as  I  know  it  nor  with  Canada's 
history.  It  is  time  we  realize  the  difference 
between  tolerance  and  betrayal.  When 
alien  cultures  supplant  a  native  one,  we 
know  the  line  has  been  crossed.  When  I  see 
the  word  "multicvdtural"  in  our  constitution 
and  enshrined  in  laws,  I  know  it  does  not 
belong  there.  The  same  goes  for  turbans  on 
mounties'  heads. 


EDITOR'S 
CORNER 


Pens  and  Pencils 

In  an  effort  to  satiate  the  mad 
desires  of  screaming  hordes  of  Grade  Nines 
for  something  relevant  to  them  I,  the  Voice 
of  Grade  Nine,  have  decided  to  unearth  the 
issue  of  the  century:  the  pen  and  pencil 
controversy. 

I  shall  begin  where  all  good  stories 
begin:  at  the  beginning.  In  the  beginning 
there  were  pencils,  but  as  the  sun  rose  on 
Grade  Five  or  so,  the  Golden  Age  of  the 
pencil  began.  This  new  instrument  was  a 
novelty  at  first,  but  soon  people  began  to 
realize  that  certain  teachers  had  their 
preferences  and  refused  to  accept  the  other. 
Tempers  rose  and  papers  were  ripped  up. 
For  a  while  they  seemed  evenly  matched: 
History  and  Geography  teacher,  English 
and  Math  teacher.  Soon,  however,  the  pen 
began  taking  control  as  it  replaced  the 
pencil  in  Geography.  The  last  bastion  of  the 
pencil  seems  to  be  Math,  but  who  knows 
what  the  future  holds? 

My  solution  is  simple:  DEATH  TO 
PENCILS  of  all  colour,  race  and  creed!  All 
power  to  the  pen!  Long  live  the  revolution 
of  ink! 
PEN  USERS  OF  THE  WORLD  UNITE!!!!! 

David  Price 


A  Mindless  Moment 

(A  flow  of  consciousness  essay  at  a 
particularly  trying  and  twisted  time  in  the 
life  of  Warren  Valdmanis) 


What  ever  happened  to  the  good  ol' 
boys?  Where's  Lee  lococca?  Where's  his 
American-Born  Pride?Where's  Ollie  (the 
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international  hero)  doing  as  we  tumble  into 
recession?  He's  probably  with  Fawn,  unless 
Gary  Hart  got  to  her  first.  Yes,  I'm  in  a 
bitter  mood. 

Where  are  all  the  true  Greats?  Elvis 
Presley,  Martin  Luther  King,  Rocket 
Richard,  Nixon,  Lome  Greene,  Jefferson 
Airplane,  Timothy  Leary,  Pete  Rose?  The 
horrific  80's  have  seen  Pete  Rose  in 
Preparation  H  commercials,  Elvis  replaced 
by  the  "Bad""  Michael  Jackson,  The 
Rocket's  achievements  devalued  at  the 
hands  of  a  coiffed  "Great  One,"  and  the 
largest  travesty  of  all,  the  one  that  needs  no 
introduction,  the  Starship  Betrayal.  But  I'm 
getting  off  topic. 

It  kills  me.  It's  the  lazy  people,  with 
no  thought,  no  care,  not  even  a  trace  of 
originality.  For  originality  is  a  chore. 
Investigating  is  a  chore.  Thinking  is  a 
chore!  Wheel  of  fortune  is  the  answer. 
Wheelwatchers  frustrate  me,  as  do  those  of 
you  who  don't  understand  this 
column.. (Ed's  note:  Don't  feel  bad,  we  don't 
either...) 

I  think  I'll  complain.  I  always  fell 
reassured  when  I  complain.  It  gives 
justification  to  my  gloomy  moods.  I  hate 
cold,  dark,  homework  cramming  mornings. 
I  hate  Union  Carbide.  I  hate  John  Davidson 
and  his  pathetic  Hollywood  squares.  And 
Coco  Leopold.  I  hate  getting  my  single-digit 
percentile  French  tests  back.  I  hate  the 
Enquirer,  and  its  disgusting  attempts  to 
educate  the  masses.  Why?  Because  none  of 
it  washes. 

Now  for  all  you  "Enquiring  minds" 
out  there  who  want  to  know  what  I  like,  I'll 
tell  you  once,  so  don't  try  to  hornswaggle 
me  later  (whatever  that  means). 

What  would  I  Uke?  I'd  Uke  an  army 
of  personal  cleaning  ladies  (each  with 
advanced  degrees  in  anti  terrorism),  a  land 
with  Cuban  cigars,  mindless  women,  and 
eternal  Grateful  Dead  concerts.  And  most  of 
all  I'd  like  the  royalties  for  this  essay  to 


continue  to  pour  in  long  after  its  celebrated 
discovery.  Don't  ask  me  ...  don't  ask  me 
why! 

Warren  Valdmanis 


NEAL  SAYS 


HAT  TRICK 

I  was  in  the  air,  clouds  all  around  the 
(probably)  Fisher  Price  20  seater  plane.  I 
had  boarded  this  fine  piece  of  machinery  at 
the  DOUBLEAIRPORT  in  CalGary.  As  the 
clouds  vanished  above  me,  I  saw  my 
destination:  Medicine  Hat,  Alberta.  My 
mind  was  full  of  pictures  of  a  town  the  size 
of  the  Lucas  Gym,  and  people  who  wouldn't 
like  me  (it's  a  racial  thing  ).  My  state  of 
mind  could  only  be  described  as:  Hat  Head 
(as  could  other  things  some  debaters  may 
have  done). 

Having  landed,  I  was  taken  to 
Crescent  Heights  High  School  by  National 
Debate  Semminar  Organizers.  Once  there,  I 
picked  up  pins  and  enough  literature  to 
make  Andrew  Weitzman  lose  interest  in 
reading.  Then,  I  met  my  billets,  who  were 
awesome  people  (everyone  had  awesome 
billets),  and  went  back  to  their  home. 

So,  what  did  you  do,  Neal?  Well,  for 
starters,  I  debated.  I  ate  beef  I  drank  beer. 
I  met  some  of  the  most  interesting  over 
achievers  in  the  country.  I  drank  beer.  I 
learned  about  views  from  across  the 
country.  I  drank  beer.  I  picked  up  new  ways 
of  communicating.  I  cheated  on  my 
girlfriend  (I  drank  beer).  I  learned  that 
unless  you  enjoy  eating  bull  balls  you 
should  stay  away  from  prairie  oysters.  I 
actually  got  along  with  people  I  used  to 
dislike.  I  learned  that  Medicine  Hat  has  a 
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population  of  40  000  and  considerable 
wealth.  Most  of  all,  I  learned  that  a  chance 
to  meet  new  people,  no  matter  what  you 
think  of  them,  should  not  be  missed.  If 
they're  silly,  you  can  laugh  at  them.  If 
they're  not,  you  can  laugh  with  them.  To  the 
people  I  laughed  with/at:  HATS  OFF. 

Neal  Banerjee 


B.S.  from  J.S. 


...shhh...shhhh... quiet.. .okay.. .ready? 
alright.. .on  three:  1... 2. ..3. ..WELCOME  TO 
MY  FINAL  NEXUS  ARTICLE!!!  YEAH  ! 
ALLRIGHT!  (editors  running  about  in  joy) 
YOU  GUYS  LOOK  LIKE  YOU  WANT  TO 
PAAAA-RTAY!!!  And  so  do  .  Well,  here  it  is 
folks.  AS  advertised.  The  big  blowout.  I'm 
writing  this  in  mid  May,  so  I  suppose  you 
fellas'll  be  reading  this  sometime  during 
exams.  Let  me  suggest  that  if  you  have  a 
Chemistry,  Physics,  or  Math  exam 
remaining,  you  put  away  this  fine  narrative 
and  go  study  'till  your  temples  throb. 
Otherwise,  c'mon!  What  are  you  waiting 
for?  Start  singing  that  "na-na-na-na,  way- 
ay-ay"  song  in  a  large  chorus  with  all  your 
friends!  Play  Technotronic  music!  Hum 
some  bars  of  "California  Girls"!  Catch  the 
spirit  of  the  summer! 

And,  oddly  enough,  just  when  I'm 
finally  given  total  freedom  to  write  about 
whatever  I  wish,  I  draw  a  total  blank.  "Go 
nuts, "  the  editor  said.  "Go  crazy.  Write 
about  heavy  metal  if  you  want.  Anything. 
It's  the  year-end  issue."  Swell.  Lemme 
see...  Heavy  metal  is  good...  Nope.  The 
emotion  just  ain"t  there.  Waitaminit.  I 
know.  ahem,  bwah-ha-ha.  Mon  dieu!  I 
can"t  even  write  that  with  feeling.  Maybe 
. its  because  Im  well,  sad.   Yes,  sad  that  my 


career  at  Selwyn  is  over.  Tears  well  up  in 
my  eyes  at  the  thought  of  saying  good-bye 
to  the  ol  wom-in  uniform,  the  familiar  steps 
of  the  Lucas  and  Macaulay  buildings,  the 
taste  of  ""boeuf  bourgignon""  melting  over  my 
palate.. .BWAH-HA-HA!  YOU  WERE  SO 
FOOLED!  OHHH...  WHAT  A  BURN!  You 
honestly  thought  that  I'd  turned  sappy? 
Jeez,  c"mon  folks.  Fm  a  bit  sad  sure,  but 
d'you  think  that  I'd  wax  rhapsodic  (big 
word,  eh?)  about  my  feelings  for  an  entire 
article?  Really.  Especially  when  I  can  go... 
NuTs?  No  way  ho-Say. 

But  of  Course  this  article  will  remain 
sober.  It  knows  when  to  say  when,  like  a 
responsible  article  should.  And  I  think  I 
will  commit  an  act  of  soberness  right  now 
by  nailing  down  all  the  common 
complainers  who  pervade  the  schooVs  fine 
halls.  You  guys  are  all  big  queers.  I 
recently  read  an  "Archie""  story  wherein 
Betty,  Veronica,  Reggie,  and  Jughead  were 
complaining  about  how  Riverdale  High 
sucked  this  and  that,  blahblahblah. 
Anyway,  Archie  created  some  evil  vandal 
who  splashed  paint  on  the  school  walls  and 
wrote  ""Riverdale  sucks, '"  all  over  the  place. 
Sure  enough,  the  kids"  true  feelings  soon 
rose  to  the  surface,  and  they  ran  Mr.  Nasty 
outta  town.  I  think  a  lot  of  students  feel 
that  way  here.  Y'know,  they'll  say 
something  like,  "This  is  really  crap,"  and  so 
forth,  knocking  our  school  to  get  some 
thrills.  Hey,  wake  up,  dudes.  This  is  no 
cartoon.  Sure  Selwyn  isn't  fun-city,  but  it 
has  some  good  points.  I  mean,  there's  also 
some  bad  stuff  and  fi-ustrating  regulations 
and  people  that  get  to  me  too.  But,  on  the 
whole,  it's  a  decent  school,  and  regardless  of 
what  some  of  your  big  mouths  say,  you  all 
have  at  least  a  small  underlying  sense  of 
spirit.  The  food  ain't  that  bad.  The  days 
aren't  that  long.  RAH-RAH-RAH!  GIMME 
AND  "E"!  GIMME  AN  "L"!...  But  I  digress. 
All  I  wanted  to  say  is  that  even  though  the 
lot  of  you  probably  put  down  the  school 
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from  time  to  time,  it's  a  pretty  cool  place 
overall.  If  someone  from  somewhere  else 
comes  up  to  you  and  starts  insulting  your 
alma  mater,  give  em  a  shot  to  the  head. 
Then  sing  the  school  hymn  loud  n  proud  as 
they're  crying  about  their  bloody  nose. 
RAH-RAH-RAH!  In  ten  years  remember 
this. 

Anyhow,  ON  WITH  THE  PARTY! 
Whatcha  gonna  be  doing  this  summer?  Me, 
I  dunno.  Ideally,  I'd  run  off  and  join  the 
circus  as  the  man  who  operates  the  ferns 
wheel.  *urp*  Pass  the  Pepsi.  It  sure  feels 
like  a  special  day,  doesn't  it?  Oh  yeah, 
before  we  continue,  let  me  say  that  I've 
forgotten  the  trivia  questions  from  three 
issues  ago  and  I  don't  care.  If  you're  still 
waiting  in  suspense  for  the  answers,  go 
watch  "American  Gladiators, "  for  five  hours 
straight.  You  really  won't  care  much  about 
anything  after  that.  Roseanne  Barr  won't 
be  dropping  in  either.  My  God,  the 
grandiose  plans  I  once  had  for  this  article. 
Hopefully  next  year  it  will  live  on  and 
prosper  at  John  Abbott.  If  the  editors  of 
their  paper  don't  give  it  a  chance,  I'll  be 
forced  to  publish  my  own  underground 
paper  called  "Yechh!-sus"  (snicker).  Ahh, 
dem  jokes.  And  speaking  of  jokes,  boy,  look 
at  the  time.  It'  s  almost  time  to  bid  you  my 
loyal  readers  a  fond  farewell  with  a  sound 
effects  medley.  Write  for  Nexus.  Be  a 
writer.  Be  a  star.  Here  goes:  Boo-ahWAH- 
HA-HA  SNICKER  YUK  YUK  CHORTLE 
TEEHEE  GUFFAW  SNORT  HOHOHO 
wheez  pant  pant.  And  there  you  have  it. 
Radical  and  awesome.  My  article  is  over 
and  I  am  outta  here!  Catch  ya  in  them 
funny  papers.  Good  luck  to  you  all,  dudes. 


THE  WORST  OF 

NEXUS 


Grade  8  Grade  Rep 

Hello  again,  I'm  your  friendly 
neighbourhood  grade  representative.  Life  is 
wonderful  isn't  it?  I  mean,  March  break  is 
coming  soon  and  the  end  of  the  year  will  be 
upon  us  sooner  than  one  would  think. 
However,  we  must  keep  up  our  guards.  Yes, 
you  guessed  it:  braindeadness!  It  is  even 
possible  that  it  has  already  infiltrated  our 
ranks.  Consider  the  person  sitting  next  to 
you  at  this  very  moment,  or  even  yourself 
for  that  matter.  Does  he  wear  a  glazed  look 
on  his  face?  Is  he  giddy  with  laughter?  Is  he 
asleep?Is  he  wearing  a  stupid  smile  on  his 
face?  Are  you  reading  this  in  a  class?  If  any, 
any  I  must  stress  if  any,  of  the  above  are 
true,  it  is  suggested  that  you  wake  up  and 
smell  the  coffee  or  the  results  could  be 
disastrous.  It  is  even  possible  ,  perish  the 
thought,  that  I  may  have  contacted  the 
disease.  It  is  our  responsibility  to  stop  the 
advance  of  this  disease.  So  my  friends,  keep 
up  your  guard  and  stay  alert. 

Jeremy  Taylor 


Grade  8  Grade  Rep 


You  may  already  know  me  as  Nader 
Dibai  but  when  I  write  for  Nexus,  I  become 
a  different  person.  The  Reporter.  Here's  the 
report:  Mr.  Shannon  has  been  seen  by  a 
J.S.  Trzcienski  student,  whose  name  I  shall  withhold,  in 
the  janitor's  closet  trading  Gummi  Bear 
jokes(if  you  don't  know  what  those  are  you 
shouldn't  be  reading  this  column)  with 
notorious  joke-teller  Karl  Werleman.  Mr. 
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Krindle  has  been  seen  dissecting  lamb 
hearts  on  a  lamb  still  alive;  he  will  be  dealt 
with  appropriately,  as  the  practice  is 
classified  imder  murder.  Mr.  Dowd  has  been 
reportedly  selling  English  textbooks  to  the 
people  of  Brazil.  Since  this  is  illegal,  the 
book  selling  ring  will  screech  to  a  halt!  I 
must  leave  go  now  but  teachers  beware:  I 
will  be  back.  (Ed's  note:  Maybe  not ...) 

Nader  Dibai 


Has  the  School  Gone  Crazy? 

It's  time  for  another  unforgettable 
issue  of  Selwyn's  Pulitzer  Prize  winning 
newspaper.  Nexus.  With  this  new  issue 
comes  a  new  writer,  in  this  case  Javier 
Schiffrin...no  applause,  please.  Over  the 
past  few  weeks,  a  secret  student  probe  has 
been  sent  amongst  the  ranks  of  Selwyn 
House,  without  the  consent  of  the  student 
population,  to  gather  precise  scientific 
information.  The  probe,  whose  name  will  be 
withheld  for  safety's  sake,  has  returned 
with  information  concerning  one  home 
room's  mental  stability,  the  School  Staff's 
strange  opinion  on  the  stick  market,  and 
the  possibility  of  a  uniform  change. 

Does  all  this  seem  strange  to  you?  It 
sounds  strange  to  me.  First  our  journey  into 
this  bizarre  world  takes  us  to  8B.  This  form 
room  has  been  acting  rather  strangely 
during  such  subjects  as  Geography  and 
English.  In  English,  the  infamous 
Werleman  and  Dibai  have  been  heard 
emitting  strange  unearthly  noises  and  radio 
signals,  obstructing  the  class's  train  of 
thought. 

Recently,  there  has  been  rumour  of  a 
uniform  change.  The  change  is  unconfirmed 
and  questions  must  be  asked  of  school 
directors. 

Lately,  the  stock  market  has  been 
going  through  a  rough  time.  In  the  Staff 


room  and  particularly  in  English 
class, teachers  have  been  overheard  asking 
students  for  advice. 

Sadly  that's  it  for  now.  See  you  in 
three  weeks  with  more  information  which 
borders  on  the  insane,  the  occult  and  the 
bizarre. 

Javier  SchifCrin 


The  Pit  of  Afttuence 

Gandhi  wrote  that  the  person  who 
pursues  the  things  only  money  can  buy 
soon  loses  the  things  money  cannot  buy. 

I  write  this  essay  not  to  burden  our 
consciences,  but  to  make  us  side-step  the 
"it"  into  which  many  of  us  have  already 
fallen.  We  are  lured  into  this  pit  by  shiny 
black  B.M.W.'s,  trips  to  Europe,  and 
fashionable  clothes.  This  is  the  Pit  of 
Affluence,  which  is  dangerously  tempting, 
and  can  be  avoided  only  if  we  have  the 
inner- strength  to  do  so.  We  must  not  defend 
ourselves  by  saying  that  we  have  been 
brought  up  under  comfortable 
circumstances,  because  so  have  the  vast 
majority  of  us. 

The  human  instinct  strongest  in  us  all  is 
undoubtedly  the  instinct  to  survive.  Each 
one  of  us,  except  those  who  are  pathetically 
lost  in  the  Pit  of  Affluence,  would  sacrifice 
his  material  possessions  for  survival.  Few, 
from  what  I  have  observed  during  my  time 
at  school,  would  be  willing  to  give  up  a 
portion  of  their  material  belongings  for  the 
survival  of  another  himian  being.  I  believe 
whole-heartedly  in  Gandhi's  theory.  Let  me 
draw  you  a  picture:  you  can  buy  a  car,  you 
can  buy  clothes  to  impress  your  friends,  or 
you  can  "buy"  a  sleazy  bimbo  that  you  have 
found  on  St.  Denis  Street.  What  you  cannot 
buy  are  finendship,  happiness,  compassion, 
and  love. 

It  is  extremely  important  for  us  to  retain 
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a  grasp  on  some  of  these  values,  and  above 
all,  to  keep  our  intentions  pure.  A  student 
should  not  feel  compelled  to  tell  others  that 
he  is  going  to  university,  that  he  is  at  the 
top  of  his  class,  and  that  he  is  going  to  start 
a  law  firm.  But  most  of  us  want  the  car,  the 
women,  and  the  popularity,  proving  that 
greed  has  triumphed  over  humihty. 

My  cynical  views  reflect  what  I  see  at 
Selwyn  House.  Don't  get  me  wrong:  we  do 
many  good  things  at  Selw^yn,  but  we  could 
do  a  lot  more  sharing.  I  am  not  suggesting 
that  we  run  out  and  join  the  Peace  Corps, 
but  rather  that  we  be  less  selfish,  more 
compassionate,  and  more  willing  to  make 
an  extra  effort  for  someone  other  than 
ourselves.  In  return,  we  will  gain  the 
satisfaction  of  having  created  a  better 
atmosphere. 

We  are  very  susceptible  to  the  lure  of 
material  possessions,  mainly  because  we 
are  in  the  position  to  be  lured  by  them.  But 
for  our  own  sake,  and  for  the  sake  of 
everybody  else,  don't  fall  into  the  Pit  of 
Affluence. 

Anthony  Brown 


ESSAYS 


The  Crunch 

It's  1  o'clock  in  the  morning.  You're 
sitting  half-asleep  in  front  of  your  blank 
computer  screen,  fresh  out  of  ideas.  It's 
been  a  long  night.  You  got  home  at  six,  ate 
dinner,  and  started  studying  for  your  three 
tests.  Then  you  did  your  lab  and  your  chem 
assignment.  Now  it's  time  to  finish  that 
critical  essay.  Sound  familiar? 

At  the  beginning  of  every  year,  the 


staff  are  attacked  by  a  mild  case  of 
compassion  and  understanding.  They 
suddenly  seem  to  understand  the  average 
student's  problems,  and  they  promise  to  do 
their  best  to  help  him.  "No  more  crunches, " 
they  say.  "We'll  do  the  work  slowly  and 
regularly  so  you  guys  won't  end  up  with  a 
lot  of  work  at  the  end  of  the  term. '"  Every 
year  like  a  bunch  of  suckers,  we  fall  for  it. 
In  a  way,  the  staff  are  like  politicians: 
they'll  make  a  bunch  of  big  promises  to 
pacify  us,  and  none  of  them  ever  comes 
true. 

This  year,  as  in  most  others,  the 
teachers  forgot  all  about  finishing  the 
curriculum  until  the  end  of  the  last  term. 
Then,  all  at  once,  they  started  throwing 
tests  and  assignments  every  which  way, 
and  as  usual,  the  promises  of  the  fall  before 
were  abandoned. 

Students  now  find  themselves  bogged 
down  by  numerous  tests  every  day,  a  bunch 
of  long-term  assignments  all  due  the  same 
week,  as  well  as  the  usual  load  of  day  to 
day  work.  On  top  of  all  this,  students  are 
constantly  being  pestered  to  study  for 
exams.  When? 

In  the  coming  years,  it  is  vital  that 
the  staff  recognize  the  fact  that  students 
are  only  human.  There  is  only  so  much 
work  that  they  can  be  expected  to 
accomplish  in  a  given  time.  I  realize  that 
tests  and  assignments  can  only  be  given 
after  the  material  has  been  taught,  but 
teachers  should  try  harder  to  schedule  their 
tests  around  other  work,  so  that  students 
don't  end  up  wdth  two  tests  a  day  for  three 
days  in  a  row.  Unless  the  staff  work  harder 
at  preventing  these  crunches,  students  will 
always  end  up  with  colossal  amounts  of 
work  at  the  end  of  the  term. 


Prosanto  Chaudhury 
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TWO  VIEWS 


D 


The  Death  of  My  Childhood 

Two  days  ago,  I  was  watching  Fax  on 
MuchMusic  when  to  my  surprise  and 
almost  immediate  heartbreak,  Kim 
Chambers  announced  that,  at  the  young 
age  of  53,  Jim  Henson  had  died  of  a  massive 
infection  of  the  lungs.  Henson  had  gone 
into  the  hospital  thinking  that  he  had  a  bad 
case  of  the  flu,  but  died  of  pneimionia  only  a 
few  days  later. 

I'm  sure  you  have  crossed  paths  with 
his  creations  in  your  long  trek  through  life 
if  you  haven't,  I  pity  you  (you  can  still 
watch  a  few  reruns  on  YTV  I  strongly 
advise  it).  The  Muppets  are  more  than  bits 
of  felt  that  were  tied  together  in  shapes  of 
animals  they  were  alive,  as  the  people  who 
controlled  them.  Not  ever  before  could 
Animal  play  the  drums  in  a  wild  frenzy, 
could  pigs  journey  to  the  dark  reaches  of 
space,  could  Swedish  chefs  have  their  own 
show,  could  feeble  frogs  be  the  stars  a 
production  that  allows  a  relapse  to 
childhood. 

Henson  not  only  livened  up  the  stage 
with  bizarre  shows,  but  lit  up  the  hearts  of 
the  very  young  to  the  very  old.  Everyone 
had  their  favorite  Muppets  mine  were  the 
two  old  hecklers  that  always  shot  down 
Fozzie's  ever  worsening  Waka-Waka-Waka 
jokes.  Who  was  your  favorite  muppet? 
(please  fill  in  the  blank) 

All  I'm  trying  to  say  with  this  little 
tribute  is  that  Henson's  Muppets  always 
were  a  large  part  of  my  childhood  and  no 
matter  what  date  I  had  to  break,  I  was 
always  there  when  something  other  than  a 
tnmipet  sound  came  out  of  Gonzo's  trumpet 
at  the  start  of  the  show.  We'll  miss  you, 
Jim.  Colin  Robertson 


In  Memoriam  Jim  Henson 

Tragically  this  week,  Jim  Henson, 
the  force  behind  the  upbringing  of  so  many 
children  across  the  globe,  died 
unexpectedly.  The  death  came  as  a  shock  to 
kids  and  adults  alike,  that  this  genius  of 
the  airwaves  would  not  be  around  any 
more.  It  was  the  fact  that  with  him, 
Henson  took  back  all  those  characters  that 
have  become  household  words:  Kermit  the 
Frog,  Miss  Piggy,  Scooter,  Mr.  Teeth  the  Ust 
goes  on  and  on.  Gone  are  all  those  furry 
characters  from  the  Muppet  Show  that  has 
long  been  the  single  show  to  rely  totally  on 
the  wizardry  of  puppetry.  It  was  Jim 
Henson's  ability  to  communicate  with  his 
funny  puppets  through  such  vehicles  as 
Sesame  Street  that  educated  children  and 
entertained  them  at  the  same  time. 
Henson's  imagination  was  boundless,  and 
this  gave  way  to  technologically  brilliant 
films  such  as  the  Dark  Crystal  and  the 
string  of  Muppet  films.  This  great  master 
knew  what  children  thought,  what  they 
liked,  and  how  not  to  be  redundant, 
creating  totally  new  things  as  the  years 
began  to  roll  towards  the  twenty-first 
century. 

We  mustn't,  though,  mourn  Jim 
Henson,  for  he  left  a  legacy  that  has 
affected  all  people  with  a  sense  of  kindness 
and  laughter.  And  hopefully,  this  legacy 
will  live  on  to  be  cherished  by  generations 
to  come  that  will  learn  of  Kermit  and  Miss 
Piggy  from  their  parents  who  grew  up,  fed 
on  the  words  of  these  zany  characters. 

Jacques  Khalip 
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THE  BEST  OF 

NEXUS 


The  Lunchroom  Monitor:  Big  Brother 
is  Watching  You 

Editor's  Note:  Warren  is  a  debater. 
Therefore,  he  will  say  anything  regardless 
of  whether  it's  true  or  not,  just  as  long  as  it 
sounds  good. 

An  oasis  of  relaxation  in  a  desert  of 
structure  and  stress,  third  lunch  comes 
every  day  at  five  past  one.  After  a  six  class 
siege  of  institutionalized  rote,  the  half  hour 
we  spend  around  the  lunch  table  has  in  the 
past  promised  a  much  needed  break  from 
the  cattle  herding  of  most  high  school 
activities,  a  time  when  students  can  go 
crazy  beyond  the  watchful  eye  of  an 
etiquette  commissar.  No  longer. 

Only  a  month  ago,  the  school  instituted 
its  master  sweep  at  the  unconventional 
eaters  at  our  school.  Not  only  do  naughty 
students  have  to  deal  with  the  regular 
quota  of  staff  envigilators,  but  they  now 
have  to  tangle  with  THE  LUNCHROOM 
MONITOR,  a  man  of  such  power  and 
mobility  that  even  the  most  innocent  of 
offenders  will  soon  be  in  his  clutch.  This 
comes  at  the  same  time  as  the 
reinstatement  of  the  SPECIFIED  SEATING 
SCHEME,  and  together  these  two  forces 
have  defeated  the  individuals  in  our 
lunchroom.  Beyond  this,  however,  lies  a 
greater  tragedy. 

Before  the  Great  Darkness,  the 
lunchroom  served  as  an  allegory  of  life. 
There  was  a  hierarchy  and  a  working  class, 
power  struggles  and  revolutions.  There 
were    peaceful    and    warring    tables. 


Diplomacy,  lend-lease,  and  immigration  all 
formed  essential  parts  of  the  effective 
administration  of  these  eight-man  nations. 
There  was  all  kinds  of  fun  stuff,  but  it's  all 
gone  now.  The  greatest  loss  of  being  tamed 
and  caged,  however,  it  that  we're  forgetting 
how  to  play  in  the  jungle.  To  enjoy  life  fully 
one  must  first  understand  the  essential  rule 
of  the  real  world:  everything,  people,  is  up 
in  the  air.  To  win  you  must  be  there  when  it 
all  lands.  There's  always  enough  to  go 
around,  but  power  is  attained  when  you  get 
more  than  your  share.  It  doesn't  matter 
whether  you  like  what  you've  got,  only 
whether  it's  in  demand.  The  rest  is  easy.  If 
you  want  some  of  the  salad  and  you  have  all 
of  the  peas,  deals  can  always  be  struck.  The 
jealous  man  will  always  criticize  you,  but  he 
too  can  be  appeased.  (What  a  pun!!!!) 

The  Final  Paragraph:  The  lunchroom 
monitor,  that  roving  eye  in  the  sky,  has 
destroyed  the  whole  structure  and  instilled 
some  form  of  egalitarian  socialism.  Equality 
is  one  of  the  Great  Myths,  like  the  wind 
chill  factor  or  Anthony  Browntown's 
injuries.  No  longer  do  people  see  the  beauty 
of  throwing  a  chocolate  bar  into  a  crowd  of 
grade  tens  and  the  amusement  of  the 
ensuing  struggle.  I  couldn't  really  think  of  a 
final  sentence. 

Warren  Valdmamis 


What  I'll  Miss  About  My  School 

No,  this  isn't  a  reprint  of  a  winning 
entry  from  yet  another  ridiculous  QAIS 
competition  (although  the  title  bears 
remarkable  similarity  to  other  bone-headed 
ones  those  mysterious  judges  behind  closed 
doors  create  so  prolifically).  So  please  don't 
sigh  with  boredom  and  turn  the  page:  the 
fireworks  are  about  to  begin.  Here's  what 
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I'll  miss  about  Selwyn  House  School: 

There  are  so  many  eccentrics  at  out 
school,  we  take  them  almost  for  granted. 
Let  me  rephrase  that:  there  are  so  many 
going-on  at  our  school  which  seem  normal 
in  the  context  of  everyday  school  life  but 
that  we  will  fondly  remember  as 
eccentricities  in  years  to  come.  How  many 
engineers  will  use  "LEO  say  GER"  as  one  of 
the  tools  of  their  trade?  Will  your  associates 
at  the  law  firm  of  Mackentyre  &  Associates 
ever  celebrate  your  birthday  with  a  wedge? 
How  many  times  will  someone  steal  the 
spoon  from  your  setting  and  lick  it,  just  to 
spite  you,  in  years  to  come?  Does  it  seem 
logical  that  anyone  will  remind  you  put 
your  blazer  on  when  you  walk  out  of  your 
office?  If  you  want  to  leave  your  place  of 
business  wearing  gym  clothes,  no  one  will 
say  "boo",  and  no  more  smiling  men  who 
play  imaginary  violins  will  want  to  spend 
half  an  hour  staring  at  you  if  you  do.  Good 
God,  I'll  never  stack  another  plate!  No  one 
will  ever  offer  me  a  pair  of  Traf  boxers 
again!  '50's  Revivals,  Beach  Blanket 
Bunnies,  Grad  Grabs  are  dances  of  the 
past.  Is  anyone  going  to  correct  my 
grsimmar:  "No  thesis  statement?  I'm  sorry, 
my  boy,  but  you're  going  nowhere  in  life!" 
Every  day,  for  the  rest  of  my  life,  I'll  have  to 
choose  something  different  to  wear.  Of 
course,  I'll  be  able  to  match  the  same  suit 
with  a  different  shirt,  and  no  one  will 
possibly  know  that  I  wear  the  same 
underwear  every  day  (that's  why  I  buy  the 
tan-coloured  Harvey  Woods;  it  saves 
answering  a  lot  of  questions).  No  more 
girlfriends  (they're  not  all  "bitches",  guys) 
to  slander  in  the  common  room:  if  you  talk 
that  way  about  someone's  wife  in  the  exec 
lounge,  you're  liable  to  end  up  short  one 
tooth.  And  what  about  the  Tooth  Fairy? 
How  likely  is  it  that  she'll  leave  a  quarter, 
or  a  dollar,  or  however  much  the  going  rate 
is  these  days,  under  my  pillow?  I  used  to 
like  "Growing  Pains",  and  "Who's  the  Boss", 


and  "Moonlighting".  Now  it's  "L.A.  Law" 
and  "St.  Elsewhere".  How  far  over  the 
horizon  is  the  corn-cob  pipe,  a  foot  stool, 
and  "Wheel  of  Fortune"?  Or  "Jeopardy"? 
Will  I  have  survived  eighteen  years  of 
schooling  only  to  answer  "What  is 
eucalyptus?"  faster  than  the  next  guy? 

A  toast  then,  to  the  Class  of  '88,  whose 
Gryphon-shaped  boat  totters  precariously 
over  the  edge  of  childhood,  about  to  fall  off 
into  the  land  much  worse  than  Oz,  or  so 
we've  been  warned.  Going  unshaven  didn't 
make  us  men.  Nor  playing  tough  sports.  Or 
getting  into  fights  with  C-boys  downtown. 
Beating  the  class  brain  on  the  Physics  test 
never  guaranteed  virility.  I  don't  think  real 
manhood  is  going  to  be  years  of  singles' 
bars  one-night  stands  followed  by  an 
inannulable  marriage  to  responsibility.  It's 
going  to  be  making  my  own  breakfast.  And 
making  sure  I  get  up  out  of  bed  the  first 
time  the  alarm  rings  because  my  mother 
won't  be  there  to  get  me  going  if  I  don't.  It 
will  be  getting  in  sticky  situations,  and 
having  no  one  but  myself  to  bail  me  out.  It'll 
be  different  for  all  of  us  —  but  the  same. 
Don't  let  anyone  tell  you  the  only  thing  that 
makes  you  your  own  person  is  "your 
emotional  self."  Look  where  that  landed 
Charlie  and  the  Family.  The  only  thing  that 
makes  us  different  is  how  we  handle  the 
little  eccentricities  life  metes  out.  Who 
knows?  Maybe  someday  before  Doomsday 
we'll  get  together  for  a  reunion  and  talk 
about  the  good  old  times,  the  glory  days, 
and  golden  years.  And  then  we  can  sit  back 
and  watch  "Wheel  of  Fortune"  together  as , 
our  offspring  start  outnumbering  our 
friends. 

Jared  Tobman 
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Moving  to  the  West  Island 

I've  sold  out.  The  condo  is  sold.  My 
youth  is  sold.  My  soul  is  sold.  The 
Milquetoast  world  of  suburbia  beckons. 
Finally,  a  real  home  for  my  cats.  The 
illusion  that  Quebec  is  as  it  was  to  me  in 
the  early  sixties:  English-speaking,  blue- 
eyed  people  living  in  an  English  province. 
The  Frenchies  were  the  guys  we  had  crab 
apple  wars  with,  who  toiled  as  faceless 
linemen  on  our  football  teams,  who  worked 
at  the  plant,  who  lived  in  an  alien  world  not 
intersecting  my  own.  Fairview  on  a 
Saturday.  Carolyn  Waldo.  Scarborough 
East. 

What  is  it  about  Pointe  Claire  that 
worries  me?  I  guess  mostly  the  sense  that 
out  there  the  ghetto  still  exists.  Allan 
Singer  is  a  cultural  hero.  Reed  Scowen  can 
get  onto  his  soap  box  and  not  be  hit  with 
eggs.  Les  autres  are  not  the  English. 
Improving  our  French  can  still  be  a  project 
for  the  back  burner,  something  we  keep 
meaning  to  do,  but  can't  really  find  the  time 
for.  A  place  where  my  dad  could  live 
comfortably,  if  it  weren't  for  the  taxes  and 
the  ghost  of  Rene. 

Not  long  after  the  Parti  Quebecois  was 
founded  in  1968,  their  local  chapter  led  a 
parade  through  the  streets  of  Beloeil,  my 
home  town  and  a  place  that  (despite  the 
name)  had  a  sizable  anglo  element.  Cedar 
Street  School  was  just  two  blocks  away,  and 
William  McMaster  High  a  little  farther.  On 
that  Sunday  afternoon  my  brothers  and  I 
tossed  the  football  on  our  front  lawn,  at  the 
corner  of  Cedar  and  Des  Chenes.  Taken 
unawares,  we  watched  at  first  with 
amusement  the  stream  of  cars  festooned 
with  red  and  blue  banners  and  party  logos. 
The  stream  was  a  long  one,  though.  After 
twenty  minutes  of  this,  the  stream  seemed 
more  an  ominous  torrent  as  I  recognized 
Michelle  Choquette,  a  Grade  9  classmate 
and  an  oddity,  for  usually  the  French  kids 


in  our  school  were  Jehovah's  Witnesses  like 
Norman  Renaud,  whom  we  made  feel 
welcome  with  the  nickname  Drano.  Her 
mocking,  ineluctable  smile  could  not  be 
called  triumphant,  but  in  it  I  saw  for  the 
first  time  a  world  of  which  I  knew  nothing. 
She  passed  on,  and  we  watched  more 
quietly  as  the  flow  continued  for  another 
half  an  hour. 

And  now  on  to  Chester  Street,  as  Gilles 
moves  to  Little  Burgundy  and  takes  our 
place.  A  two-storey  cottage,  trees,  back 
yard,  fireplace,  bigger  mortgage.  Off  to 
work  by  train  or  car.  Real  rush  hours  for 
the  first  time.  And  Selwyn  House,  a  deck 
chair  on  the  Westmount  liner,  another  place 
where  we  can  keep  our  eyes  closed  and 
pretend,  unless  we  look  at  the  letterhead 
stationery.  And  back  home  to  singing  birds, 
fallen  leaves,  and  the  overhead  planes  from 
Dorval  roaring  west.  All  we  have  to  do  is 
wait  for  the  next  parade. 

Mr.G.Dowd 


Congratulations!  You  have  got  a 
detention! 

"They  are  building  the  new  cars  with  more 
and  more  power,  probably  because  too  many 
pedestrians  have  been  escaping." 

After  eight  exhilarating  months  at 
Selwyn  House,  one  might  expect  that  this 
article  would  appear  as  a  list  of  academic, 
athletic,  and  artistic  triumphs  for  the 
school  year.  However,  I  think  it  is  much 
more  important  that  we  recognize  and  deal 
with  current  problems.  These  problems 
should  not  be  carried  over  into  the  next 
school  year;  they  must  be  dealt  with  now. 

As  our  Headmaster  might  put  it,  "we 
have  slipped."  And  indeed  we  have.  The 
problem  I  would  like  to  address  is  that  of 
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the  detention  system. 

Students  are  given  detentions  for  good 
reasons  and  petty  reasons.  A  good  reason, 
for  example,  is  for  having  an  overdue 
library  book  or  poking  your  lab  partner's 
eye  out  with  a  compass  point.  A  petty 
reason  for  having  to  serve  a  detention 
might  be  for  trotting  at  high  velocities 
through  the  corridors,  or,  may  flocks  of 
angels  preserve  us,  projecting  a  bit  of 
collected  frozen  rain  towards  one  of  one's 
peers. 

I  cannot  quarrel  with  the  fact  that 
detentions  are  given  out  to  students  for 
committing  such  delinquent  acts.  In  fact, 
whichever  argument  I  choose  to  present 
against  such  detentions  will  be  refuted  with 
the  "civil  order  clause"  or  the  "safety  of  the 
students"  speech.  The  hard-nosed 
disciplinarians  tend  to  forget,  however,  that 
no  matter  how  many  times  you  choose  to 
reprimand  Valdmanis  for  lunchroom 
chicaneries  and  overall  grossness,  you  will 
be  thwarted  in  your  efforts  to  civilize  him. 

My  trouble  with  our  school's  punishment 
system  lies  in  the  Biology  Lab  at  7:30  a.m. 
Once  your  name  appears  on  the  list 
(scripted  in  calligraphy  very  beautifully  my 
M.  Maheu)  you  are  to  appear  at  the  Bio  Lab 
the  next  morning.  So  you  wake  up  a  little 
earlier  and  you  haul  your  behind  down  to 
the  school  so  that  you  can  keep  your 
appointment  with  the  law.  What,  may  I  ask, 
is  the  reasoning  behind  giving  someone  a 
detention  for  speeding  in  the  hall  and  then 
turning  around  and  forcing  the  poor  kid  to 
run  at  much  higher  speeds  to  make  the 
detention? 

Then  you  sit.  You  don't  do  anything;  you 
just  sit!  You  don't  read,  you  don't  study,  you 
most  certainly  don't  rest  your  had  on  the 
desk,  you  just  sit.  During  this  process,  a 
man  sits  behind  you  with  coffee  and  a 
morning  paper.  This  man  has  supreme 
power  over  the  criminals  who  must  sit 
straight    up    for    the    duration    of  the 


detention.  What  a  silly  school  to  engage  its 
students  in  the  most  unproductive  activity 
possible!  As  students  we  are  always 
reminded  of  how  we  must  have  efficiency  in 
the  workplace,  yet  the  powers  that  be  are 
far  from  efficient  with  the  twenty-five 
students  present.  Might  it  be  a  wee  bit 
more  useful  if  one  conducted  work  teams  to 
STAPLE  or  HOLE-PUNCH,  all  supervised 
by  the  detention  master,  who,  don't  fret, 
would  still  have  supreme  power  over  the 
detainees. 

But  naturally  we  could  not  even  think  of 
letting  students  study  during  detentions 
because  they  would  do  their  homework. 
Again  there  is  inconsistent  logic  here. 
Students  getting  detentions  are  most 
probably  the  ones  who  have  not  done  their 
work  in  the  first  place.  Thus,  forcing  them 
to  do  schoolwork  during  detentions,  or  at 
least  allowing  students  to  read,  would  be 
logical  and  thus  productive.  Absolutely  no- 
one  gains  from  the  current  detention 
system  and  it  should  be  changed  as  soon  as 
possible. 

Anthony  Brown 


Is  Nothing  Sacred? 

On  the  front  page  of  the  May  7the 
Gazette  there  was  an  article  which  pointed 
out  a  disturbing  reality:  fictional  characters 
can  be  traded,  bickered  over  and  exploited. 
Someone  pointed  out  in  the  1960's  that  in 
capitalist  societies  even  songs  can  be  sold. 
The  stock  market  now  deals  in  imaginary 
personages  as  well.  The  scenario  is  the 
following:  the  citizens  of  White  River, 
Ontario,  recently  discovered  that  a  black 
bear  called  Winnie  came  from  their  town. 
Winnie  ended  up  spending  much  of  his  life 
in  the  London  Zoo  where  he  was  often 
visited  by  one  Christopher  Robin.  He 
named  his  teddy  bear  Winnie  the  Pooh.  His 
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father,  A.A.  Milne,  wrote  some  books  about 
said  bear.  These  stories  will  be  remembered 
by  all  who  have  read  them.  The  town  of 
White  River  (pop.  1200)  has  decided  that  it 
would  be  advantageous  to  their  town's 
economy  if  this  were  known.  What  better 
way  is  there  to  attract  tourists  than  a  huge 
gleaming  statue  of  Pooh  by  the  highway? 
The  thrifty  townsfolk  will  not  rest  content 
until  they  have  milked  this  "Pooh  business" 
for  all  it's  worth. 

Ironically,  the  Disney  Corporation  (who 
"bought"  Pooh  in  1961)  is  not  allowing  this 
beacon  to  go  up.  One  tacky  money-minded 
enterprise  is  being  halted  by  a  larger, 
tackier,  more  money-conscious 

organization.  Says  Disney's  Peter  Nolan 
about  Pooh,  "Certainly  someone  can  own 
him.  We  do!"  To  any  reader  of  the  Pooh 
books,  it  is  clear  that  Pooh  belongs  in  the 
forest,  not  on  a  Ust  of  Disney's  assets  nor  on 
a  pedestal  by  the  Trans-Canada.  I  guess 
Nolan  and  the  residents  of  White  River 
haven't  read  up  on  what  they  claim  to  own. 
The  best  svmimary  of  Nolan  &  Co.'s  attitude 
is  by  Mark  Abley  of  the  Gazette:  "They 
don't  think  —  that's  what's  the  matter  with 
some  of  these  others.  They've  no 
imagination.  A  tale  isn't  a  tale  to  them.  It  is 
just  a  Little  Bit  Extra  on  the  bottom  line." 

David  Price 


CREATIVE 
COMPOSITION 


P'=>or 


THE  ADVENTURES  OF  PETER  THE 
POPPY  SEED 

XJ.i,  I'm  Peter  the  poppy  seed.  I'm 

here,  sitting  in  the  bottom  of  a  bagel  bag, 
wondering  what  the  rest  of  my  life  is  going 
to  be  like.  You  may  be  thinking,  what  kind 
of  life  can  a  poppy  seed  possibly  have,  and 
what  a  boring  story  it  will  make,  but  you 
are  wrong.  Pull  up  a  chair,  and  I'll  begin 
the  horror  story.  We  are  first  of  all  kept  in 
great  big  bags  under  the  table  of  the  fat, 
smelly,  dirty  undershirt  wearing  bagel 
dough  neader.  Once  in  a  while  he  will  grab 
a  great  big  scoop  with  his  meaty,  hair 
covered  hands  and  scoop  out  a  couple 
million  of  us.  He  then  takes  us  across  the 
floor  to  a  cold  steel  bowl  beside  the  deep 
hearth.  We  all  feel  sorry  for  those  poor 
souls  who  have  to  endure  the  frigid  bowl 
against  their  skin  [it  is  a  little  known  fact 
that  poppy  seeds  have  a  low  threshold  of 
pain].  We  are  then  left  there  to  wonder 
about  our  fate  until  our  turn  comes  up  that 
we  are  in  a  position  to  be  able  to  cling  to  the 
hot,  wet  bagel.  I  was  filled  with  joy  when  I 
first  caught  hold  of  the  bagels  soft  skin, 
little  did  I  realize  where  that  bagel  was 
taking  me.  I  was  then  thrown,  with  my 
pleasurable  bagel,  onto  a  great  wooden 
plank  and  the  plank  thrown  into  the  great 
fire  pits. 

These  fire  pits  were  huge  brick 
caverns  with  scorching  hot  flames  spring 
ing  out  of  sizzling  logs  on  the  left,  and 
countless  rows  of  other  poppied  bagels  to 
endure  the  same  torture.  The  white,  doughy 
bagel  beneath  me  began  to  grow  scorchingly 
hot  and  would  utter  soft  little  grunts  of 
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ANGALOSAXON 
POETRY 


Blacksuit  Life 

Summerfun  ended 
Struggles  on  penguindress 
Finds  blazerjacket 
Rushes  to  instructingplace 
Three  of  these  misdemeanors 

Cross-sitted  through  gatherall 
Monotone  podiummaster 
Scales  two  octaves 
Many  laughinghard 

Suffering  through  Russelship 
Wait  for  headeatingplace 
Stackingpeople  lazy 

Brainhead  erasefasting 
Bonehead  on  clockwatch 
Athletictypes  need  headbashing 
Longhomeworknight 
Waiting  for  nextday 


panicprone  blacksviit 

expensive  pennyshoes 
loathes  strangletie 
avoiding  pinklates 
survive  Saturdaytorture 

highseated  bigsuits  watch 
lectures  on  nothingness 
during  schoolsongnoises 
passing  privatepapemotes 

forcefed  pattypucks 
lukewarmmilk  spilled 
monitorship  complains 

trying  to  stay  on  honourboard 
waiting  for  alarmnoise 
relieves  brainpains 
never  no  weekendwork  promised 
longing  for  Marchbreak 


Jamie  Rutledge 
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pleasure  as  his  innards  hardened,  his  skin 
grew  dark  and  hard,  and  he  grew  to  about 
double  his  size.  This  stupid  doughy 
creature  was  finding  orgasmic  pleasure 
from  being  saute6d  alive!  So  there  I  was, 
sitting  atop  this  sizzling,  nymphomaniac 
bagel  having  my  own  microscopic  brain 
fried  thinking  how  I  could  really  go  for  a 
cold  one,  when  suddenly  the  great  wooden 
plank  jerks  to  life  and  flips  over.  SPLOOF! 
I  fell  face  first  onto  the  ash-covered  cement 
floor  of  the  fire  pit.  When  the  wooden  plank 
was  lifted  of  of  us,  and  I  could  once  again 
open  my  eyes  and  mouth  again,  I  started  to 
breath  in  the  ashes  of  the  floor.  Then 
before  I  knew  it,  the  wooden  plank  shot 
under  me,  lifted  me  out  of  the  blinding  fire 
pit,  and  threw  me  into  line  to  get  into  one  of 
those  paper  bags. 

It  was  okay  inside  the  bag,  I  got  to 
shoot  the  breeze  with  a  friend  of  mine,  Mel 
the  poppy  seed,  and  that  was  cool.  He  then 
told  me  that  if  I  wanted  to  live  a  long  time, 
I  should  abandon  my  nymphomaniac  bagel 
and  try  to  hang  out  on  bottom  of  the  bagel 
bag.  And  with  that,  my  friend  Mel 
detached  himself  from  the  soft  doughy  hide 
of  his  bagel  and  fel  through  the  air  with 
cries  of  freedom  and  liberty.  It  had  never 
occurred  to  me  that  somebody  would 
someday  eat  me.  Me!  Peter  the  Poppy  Seed! 
What  was  I  going  to  do?  I  decided  that  I  had 
join  Mel  in  the  bottom  of  the  bag.  It  was 
just  then  that  the  car  of  the  people  who 
bought  my  bag  stopped,  and  a  couple  of 
seeds  achieved  their  jump  into  freedom.  We 
were  then  picked  up,  and  that  jerk  was  just 
enough  to  help  me  off  my  nymphomaniac 
bagel  and  started  my  plunge  to  the  brown 
paper  bottom  of  my  sack.  As  I  tumbled 
down,  I  bounced  off  other  bagels  and  heard 
them  mumble  something  in  audible  since 
bagels  don't  speak  the  same  language  as  us. 
When  I  hit  the  bottom,  I  fell  into  a  small 
crowd  of  other  poppy  seeds.  There  I  met 
two  awesome  girly  poppy  seeds,    Winnie 


and  Carrie. 

So  now  here  I  am  sitting  in  the 
bottom  of  bagel  bag,  with  two  babes, 
waiting  to  be  thrown  into  the  garbage 
where  my  Ufe  will  continue,  bit  right  now  I 
have  to  wait  'till  my  friends  are  eaten.  Life 
doesn't  get  much  better  than  this. 

Patrick  McEntyre 

Nexus:  The  Play 

[The  Red  Room.  Enter  Price  (P),  Valdmanis 
(V),  Chaudhury  (C),  and  McEntyre  (M). 
They  sit  in  the  center  of  the  room.] 

P.         So,  Prosanto,  what  do  you  have  in 

store  for  us  today? 

C.        Not  much.    Only  some  cartoons  ft-om 

Voduc,  a  classified  ad  from  Gibbs,  and 

Warren's  editorial  fi"om  last  issue. 

V. 

Yeah,aboutmyeditorial!!Whywasn'titinthela 

stissue?Iworkedhardonthat! 

M.        Sorry,  Warren,  I  didn't  have  enough 

typists.  I  had  to  draw  the  line  somewhere. 

V. 

Welldon't!rmaneditortoo,weallmakethedeci 

sionsaroundhere! 

P.         O.K.,  Warren,  calm  down.    It  will  get 

published  this  issue.    Now,  about  those 

essays... 

[Enter  J.S.  Trzcienski] 

J.S.      Heeeeeeyyy,  Guuuyyyyys! 

Ahhhhhhhhh've  got  a  booone  ta  pick  with 

yuuuuu!    Waaaa  wasn't  ma  last  piece  of 

B.S.  in  the  last  issue? 

P.         We  had  too  many  articles  and  not 

enough  typists.  Sorry  about  that. 

J.S.      Thet's  O.K.     Look,   ahhh've  got 

another    article    here    somewhere    on 

Metallica  and  Motley  Crxie. 

C.        Soimds Fascinating. 

J.S.      Great.    There's  another  here  on  the 
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Janet  Jackson  concert.  What  a  babe!  audible  rip  is  heard.  Warren  returns  with  a 

All.      NOOOOOO!  happy  look  on  his  face  and  a  fag  tag  in  his 

P.         What — what  we  mean  to  say  is  that  hand] 

your  first  article  is  quite  sufficient  for  the 

time  being.  V.         Ninehundredandseventythree. 

J.S.      Okee  Dokee.    Gotta  go,  don't  wanna  P.         [slightly  annoyed]  Finished? 

miss  the  Pepsi-Power  Hour.  See  ya.  V.         Yep. 

P.         [calmer]  Fine.  As  I  said  before... 
[He  leaves] 

[From  the  hallway  a  chant  is  heard.  It 
M.       Just  what  we  needed.  sounds  like 

P.         Now,  as  I  was  saying,  we  are  in  need  "TimTimTimTimTimTimHoarre! 

of  some...  TimTimTimTimTimTimHoarre! 

TimTimTimTimTimTimHoarre!  etc] 
[Enter  David  James  (DJ),  Tom  Mackay 

(TM),  and  Nick  Synnot  (NS)]  P.         Now  what?! 

DJ I  mean  the  quiche  I  had  was  [Enter  Tim  Hoare] 

great,  so  light  and  fluffy.    We're  talking 

excellent.  Tim     Oh Uh sorry.... 

NS.      I'm  so  good-looking! 

TM.     Well,  I  went  to  Marco's  and  Pepe's         [He  leaves.  The  chant  is  heard  again.} 

over  the  weekend.    At  least  I'm  of  age,  you 

child!  P.         [nervously]  Are  we  all  ready? 

NS.      I'm  so  tough. 

DJ.      Yeah,  well  I  got  so  piss...  [All  nod.] 

P.         Guys,  could  you  take  this  outside 

please.  P.         Fine.    We  need  some  essays  or  we'll 

DJ.      Sure,   sorry   Dave As   I   was    have  to... 

saying.... 

NS.  I'm  so  witty!  [Enter  Javier  Schiffrin,  Matthew  Pelton  , 

and  Charles  Matouk] 
[They  leave] 

Schif  Hey,  dude,  what  you  doing  in  here, 
P.  Now,  where  was  I. ..Oh  yeah,  we  dude,  we're  supposed  to  have  our  Vox 
should  try...  Populi  meeting  in  here  dude! 

V.        Aaaaaaaaarrrgh!   [He  jumps  from  his 
[A  small  grade  eight  enters  the  room.  By       seat  and  chases  them  from  the  room.  Again 
some  bizarre  coincidence  he  isn't  wearing  a     three  faint  rips  are  heard.    He  returns 
blazer]  triumphantly.] 

V.         Ninehundredandseventysix! 
P.         Get  out!!  C.        [to  David]  Shall  we 

continue? David.. ..Hello? 

[The  grade  eight  turns  around  and  makes      P.[faintly]  Five.. ..four.. ..three.. ..two.. ..one., 
to  leave.  Warren  jumps  off  his  seat  and 
runs  after  him.  From  the  hall  a  faint  yet  [Enter  Mr.  Dowd] 
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Dowd:  Men!     News!        Maclean's! 

Magazine!  Jealous!  Out  to  get  us!  Angry! 
Violent!  On  the  loose!  Beware!  Questions? 
Comments?  No?  Bye! 

[Exit  Dowd.  Everyone  looks  around  in 

panic.  Suddenly  three  grenades  come  flying 

through  the  window.  There  is  an  explosion. 

They  die.  End] 

Neil  Mathews 


Warren's  Strange  Dream  #11 
(or  A  Field  Day  For  Freud) 

It  must  have  been  3  a.m.  when  I 
heard  the  horrible  ring.  I  reached  over  and 
pried  the  phone  from  the  hook.  It  was 
Dave. 

"Warren,  sorry  to  bother  you  but..." 

"What  the  hell  do  you  want  ?  "  I  was 
slightly  annoyed. 

"Listen,  you  know  that  Bob  Dylan 
bootleg  review  you  showed  me  out  of  last 
spring  's  issue  of  Foreign  Affairs  ?"  he 
asked. 

"Yes." 

"Can  you  bring  it  to  school  ?" 

"I  suppose."  I  was  wondering  why 
this  couldn't  have  waited  until  morning. 

"I  bet  you  're  wondering  why  this 
couldn't  have  waited  until  morning.  " 

"Yes." 

"Well,  it's  very  important.  You  see, 
I've  just  had  a  very  strange  dream.  I  hope 

you  understand. 

•  •  • 

After  five  years  at  Selwyn,  I  may  be 
losing  my  mind.  But  matters  not  ;  I'm  going 
to  Dawson  next  year.  I  can  only  hope 
everything  will  turn  out  for  the  best. 
Farewell. 

Warren  Valdmanis 


HEARD  IN  THE 
HALLS 


She  asked  me  what  my  philosophy  was.  So  I 
said  that  I  hated  the  world.  She  loved  it! 
-Ron  Simpson 

Pana:  Monsieur  vous  avez  ecrit  sur  mon 
feuille  que  je  n'ai  pas  donne  de  details  mais 
j'ai  donne  des  details. 
Claude:  Les  details  que  vous  m'avez  donne 
etaient  insignificants  et  inutiles. 

Weitzman:  Just  because  one  guy  likes  wine 
and  another  likes  beer  doesn't  mean  they  ■ 
can't  be  finends. 
David  James:  Yes,  it  does! 

Yes,  B.C.  is  a  pretty  conservative  place 
except  some  of  those  people  in  B.C.  are, 
well...  forest  lovers. 

-Steve  Issley 
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